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Negligence 


Do I reign over my mind? 

Does it reign over me? 

Questions so mysterious and peculiar 
That | ask myself as anguish racks me 
As my mind torments me 


As my very thoughts work against me 


My mind laughs and says, 

For what one buys, one pays, 

You neglected me. 

Now | rule with fear 

As your insanity is near 

And you dare not challenge my rule, 

You who thought | was but a tool. 

Attempt to win alone, if you will. 

Attempt to win alone, to shriek till your voice is shrill. 
But | warn you, 


Madness will ensue. 


What do! do? 


Where do | go? 
Who can help me now? 


What is making me feel this sadness? 


My mind says, 

The time has come, 

For me to die. 

You refuse to care, 

Refuse to dare. 

Refuse to seek the help you need. 

A sin, that is what | will call your negligent deed. 
And the victim of your sin is you. 

Your own crime shattered your mind in two. 
Your body will live on for long, 


But soulless, emotionless, without sanity, without 
humanity. 


I say, 

| want to save you. 
What do! do, 

For you? 


Where do | go, 


For you? 
Who can help me now, 


For you? 


But my questions, 

Beget no answer. 

For my mind is dead, 

Passed away on the deathbed, 
Of my own negligence. 
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